The George Sand**

with the return of the Empire. I don?t believe in it! However?
. . . We should have to expatriate ourselves then. But how
and where?

Is it for a play that you came? I pity you for having
anything to do with Duquesnel! He had the manuscript of
le Sexe faible returned to me by an agent of the theatrical
management, without a word of explanation, and in the min-
isterial envelope was a letter from an underclerk, which is a
gem! I will show it to you. It is a masterpiece of im-
pertinence ! People do not write in that way to a Carpentras
urchin, offering a skit to the Beaumarchais theatre.

It is that very play le Sexe faible that, last year, Carvalho
was so enthusiastic about! Now no one wants it any more,
for Perrin thinks it unconventional to put on the boards of
the Theatre Fran^ais, a nurse and a cradle. Not knowing what
to do with it, I have taken it to the Cluny Theatre.

Ah! my poor Bouilhet did well to die! But I think that the
Odeon could show more respect for his posthumous work.

Without believing in an Holbachic conspiracy, I think that
they have been knocking me a bit too much of late; and they are
so indulgent towards certain others.

The American Harrisse maintained to me the other day that
Saint-Simon wrote badly. At that I burst out and talked to
him in such a way that he will never more before me belch his
idiocy. It was at dinner at the Princess's; my violence cast a
chill.

You see that your Cruchard continues not to listen to jokes
on religion! He does not become calm! quite the contrary!

I have just read la Creation natu-relle by Haeckel, a pretty
book, pretty book! Darwinism seems to me to be better ex-
pounded there than in the books of Darwin himself.

The good Tourgueneff has sent me news from the depths of
Scythia. He has found the information he wanted for a book
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